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if only there were someone to talk to now, there
might be still hope. But he felt that he was alone,
that no one could help him. He went away and
another thought came to him : it's nothing, I'll
ask for the money I've worked for, and I'll put it
back in the drawer. But the oppression in his head
remained, and he shunned the paths where others
were walking.
Uncle Gerbrand was still sitting at his papers.
He looked up and Floris realised that he observed
something about him. * Have you had a jolly
evening ? ' he asked. c No,' was the answer, * I
was bored.' While he was undressing he thought:
I must tell myself that I am ill, and that I can't
help it, and no one knows about it. The clock
had struck one when he heard Werendonk's heavy
tread. In the room next to his he heard a deep sigh.
Then there was silence in the house. There was no
more creaking in the woodwork, such as he used to
lie and listen for, but the silence was chill, and
oppressed him even more, it was as though the
dark walls were looking at him. He lay with open
eyes, his mind exhausted.
The very next morning his Uncle Frans asked :
c My boy, why are you so quiet ? ' And that same
day Jansje seemed to be suspicious, she kept looking
at him, and that perpetual shaking of her head got
on his nerves. In the shop he felt restless, he kept
going into the parlour or upstairs, without any